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where I spent some burning hours in first look-
ing into some new country of the World's
Classics or the Camelot reprints. In its place I
found a portent of the new times; what in my
City days would have been an anomaly in that
square mile of the masculine: a shop devoted to
perfumes, lip-sticks, face-creams and perms.
With all my wanderings of day and night
about London there are still some streets I have
not walked through. This sometimes worries me
until I remember that not even taxi-drivers know
every street within the four-mile radius. I don't
believe Mr. Wilfred Whitten does. No man can.
Life is not long enough, and the time for wander-
ing is no more ample than the time for standing
and staring. Only Mr. W. H. Davies' cows have
enough time for this, and only cats have enough
time for exploring every by-street. We humans
can know only a little of the earth, and we
Londoners can know only a little of our London.
The born Londoner, having the whole giant
city to love, is so embarrassed by its richness,
that he is compelled to set his affection upon a
few spots of it. Those spots become for each of
us a crystallisation of all that London means to
us. It is seldom that they are chosen from the
major tracts of the city; they are scarcely ever
guide-book spots. As we do not remember
people by their flagrant characteristics, but by